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and the priest left him there and went to his own
house.
The headman went into the house and got
into bed in the inner enclosure. At one end of it
his wife had" spread her bed and was sitting with
the children lying near. The headman's mother
had spread her bed even earlier in the outer hall.
As soon as her son came and lay on his bed, she
came and sat near him. " Son," she said, " the
New Year has come. I waited that the New-
moon day might be over in order to ask you.
Now you must promise me, so that my desire
may be fulfilled before I close my eyes. "
"Well, mother," said the headman, "we
shall talk about it tomorrow."
The mother said: u Who is tomorrow and
who am I? Say Ves' today; it is a good day. The
boy has grown up and the girl is as pretty as a
doll. She walks like a little filly. Your wife is anxi-
ous to bring her brother's daughter as her daughter-
in-law and that girl is like a stick. If you listen to
me now, my wish will be fulfilled. If you do not
and I die, the thing will of course not take place.'7
Ugrappa's wife spoke from where she was:
" Why do you speak inauspicious speech of dying
.and all the rest of it on a feast day ? When
has your son carried out any wish of mine in